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CHARACTERS 


JODY, a man in his forties. 
CARL, a man in his early thirties. 
TIME 


The present. 


PLACE 


Jody's Maps, a small map store on the oldest street in ап 
American city. iti 
city. We will leave some traces, for we are people and not cities. 


— Ionesco, The Chairs 
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LONELY PLANET 


ACT ONE 


Scene 1 


In а shaft of light we see a simple, wooden chair. Nothing 
else, Jody stands, looking at the chair for a long time, Then, 
he looks at the audience. 


JODY. One day J saw a chair here. 1 had no idea where it 
had come from. I looked at it. I sat in it. (He sits, pause) A 
chair. Nothing else. (Lights expand to reveal the store: Jody’s 
Maps. There are numerous maps on the walls, globes on pedestals, 
travel books in wooden cases, rolled up maps poking out of bins. A 
small counter with an old, vintage cash register. A map table with 
drawers, A water cooler, A front door which contains several small 
window panes. Featured prominently is a huge photo of planet Earth 
as seen from space. Morning. A sign hanging in the window tells 
customers that the store is “Closed.” Carl enters, quickly. He stops 
and stands in the center of the room.) 

CARL. Can I just say this? Can J just say this one thing? 
JODY. Certainly. 

CARL. Everyone is boring. How did this happen? Wher did 
this happen? At some imperceptible moment everyone be- 
came absolutely shuffle-your-feet, stare-out-the-window boring. I 
try, okay? I do my part. I strike things up. I toss out words 
to grease the conversation, But these people, these people at 
the bus or the market or the newsstand, these people bore 
me. Not just a little. They bore me а lot. I’m sure they all 
came from good families, but over time they've lost what 
small part of them was ever of interest to anyone. They are 


JODY. саң 
cone Yes? 
' Where did this r 
CARL. І know. I've Бр, г come from? 


ay. You're gonna love 
does. The yawn begins 
room like а cancer, Watch shadows fill the 


JODY. Carl — 


you something — 
Not now, Jody. I've mung 
ete 801 things to do, ы а 
chair and бота > (Сат exits, Si- 
register and the cash 


with pleasure. It’s а lovely, quiet morning 


Carl % 
enters, calmly.) I'm much better now. Thanks, Any good 


dreama? 
JODY. Not now, Cari. 


Jone е и А диге Are you closed? 
| © 0090) moves to the sign in the door.) 
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CARL. You should turn it. You should adjust it to reflect 
accuracy. This is twice now, Jody. This is twice I've noticed 
this. (Jody turns the sign to read “Ореп.”) 


JODY. There. 

CARL. You asked about the chair. 

JODY. I did. 

CARL. A good chair, isn't it? A strong chair. 

JODY. I доп" need а chair, Carl. This shop is getting too 
small as it is, 

CARL. A person could sit in it. 


JODY. You know me, Carl. I am perpetually fighting clutter. 
CARL. A person could peruse a map. A person could plan 
a wip, an adventure — 
JODY. Carl? 

Yes. 
We need to play our game. 

What game is that, Jody? 
Our game, Carl. The game we play. 

Names of child stars who were miserable in later life? 
No. ` 

A different game? 
Yes. 

Oh. (Silence.) 

Well? (Silence.) 

The game where we tell the truth. 

Yes. 

Okay. (Silence.) 

Well? (Silence.) 

Jody? 

What? 

I can’t play our game, yet, I'd prefer to lie a little 


F 


JODY. 
CARL. 
JODY. 


ODY. 


o 


ЕТЕНЕ 
%З8ЕЗЕЗЕЗЕЗЕН 


That's your choice, Carl. 

I got the chair at an auction. 

Did you? 

Yes. I did very well. 1 got it for a song. 

That’s wonderful. 

Yes. You should have come with. You'd have loved it. 


ШЫ: 


п 


Јору. 
CARL, 


JODY. 
CARL, 


the newsstand — 
the alley, ааа there 


JODY. 
CARL. 
JODY. 
CARL, 
JODY. 
CARL, 
JODY. 
CARL. 
JODY. 
CARL. 
JODY. 
CARL. 
JODY. 
fireman, 


те next time, 

fou need to get out m 

So you've told me. Алу, 

Actually, І found Жезді else? 
. it was, aband 

So, п жеге loned, 

1 see. ow H's mine, Jody — оша. 


A good chair, isn’t it? 
Yes. 

Did you sit in it? 

Yes, І did. 

Good. 

Anything else? 

Any good dreams? 
Сагі, 

What? 
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CARL, 
JODY. 


Stroke of luck, I was walking to JODY. 
just lying ің a fireman. Tell them I can't save them.” 
CARL. 


"БРЕ 


Wha 
You are there. 


I am? 


CARL. 
Yes. And 1 вау: “Tell them, Carl. Tell them I'm not 


And what do I do? 
JODY. You hand me a ladder and say: “Jody, don't let us 
down.” 
CARL. Iwas kidding, Jody. 1 was just — 
JODY. No one is kidding in dreams. No one is just casu- 
ally chatting. 
CARL. So, what do you do? 
JODY. I climb the ladder toward the fire, my ax in my 


hand. I hear their screams in my ears. I feel the heat on my 
face. (Pause.) Then, I wake up. 


CARL. Thank god. 

JODY. You were no help, Carl. 

CARL. I'm sorry. 

JODY. And I don't need a chair. 
CARL. Fine. 11 take it home with me. 
JODY. Good. 

CARL. What time is it? 

JODY. Nine fifteen. 


CARL. Oh, my god. (Rushes to the door.) Y'm late, Jody. I 
had an eight thirty meeting and I totally — ой, god. ГЇЇ see 
you, Јоду. ТШ call you later — (Carl is gone. Jody, unfazed, goes 
to the water cooler. Draws a paper cup of water. He stands in his 
shop, drinking water and watching the door. He looks at his watch, 
smiles, Then, he moves to the door and opens it — just as Carl те 
enters.) 


јору. Нено, Carl. 

CARL. Jody. 

JODY. Meeting go well? 

CARL. I was lying, Jody. 

JODY. І know that. 

CARL. I wanted to dash out and leave the chair behind. 
JODY. I know that. 


CARL. Ви I've rethought things. 


1% 


JODY. You have? (Carl sets the chair down іп front of Jody.) 
CARL. Happy Birthday, jody! (Hugs him.) You're a great 
friend and though it’s hard to shop for the man who has 
everything, 1 saw this — (Indicates the chair.) — and, мей — 
JODY. Thank you, Carl, 

CARL, So, you'll take it? 

JODY. Yes. 

CARL, You'll take the chair? 

JODY. Yes. 

CARL. It's not really your birthday, is it? 

JODY. No, Сам. 

CARL. Thank god, 1 don’t have a thing to give you. 
JODY. ГП take the chair, Carl. 

CARL. Great. 

JODY. Are you happy now? 

CARL. I’m happy, take my picture. 

JODY. (Takes chair.) I'm going to Goodwill tomorrow. [I'll 
take it with me. Someone will put it to good use. 

CARL. (Grabs chair back from Jody.) Actually, truth be told, 
1 bought it for my apartment. 

Joor You live in a shoe box, Carl. You've got no room 
for — 

CARL. I'm knocking out a wall. This chair will be stunning. 
It will be the missing link in my — you know — my deco- 
rating -- 

JODY. Your decorating what? 

CARL. Му — 

JODY. Yes 

CARL. Scheme. My decorating scheme. 

JODY. Can we play our game now, Carl? 

CARL. (Ѕһатр.) I don't want it taken to Goodwill, I've got 
to go. (Carl picks up the chair.) 
JODY. Where are you going? 

CARL. 1 HAVE PLANTS TO WATER. Have a good day, 
Jody. Hope business picks up. 
JODY. Carl — 

CARL. Bye. (Carl leaves, taking the chair with him. Jody stares 
at the door for a moment, then turns and talks to the audience.) 


жі 


JODY. This is the way things go with Carl. I've probably 
known him as long as anyone. He was опе of my first сиз 
tomers here. Browsed for two hours and then went home 
with the Caribbean. Since then, he's been a fixture. Depend- 
ing on which day you ask him, what Carl does for a living is 
either water plants for corporations, work as an art restorer 
at the museum, run an auto glass shop, write for a disrepu- 
table tabloid, or work as a bartender. He has the energy of 
eight and the patience of none. You can never pin him 
down. Carl is a constant reminder of what I love about maps: 
they are fixed objects. They have been called “surrogates of 
space.” They attempt to make order and reduce our reliance 
on hypotheses, They аге а picture of what’s known. (Carl tip- 
toes in, still carrying the chair.) 
CARL. Am I interrupting? 
JODY. No. 
CARL. Bobby's dead, Jody. (Pause.) The memorial is Thurs- 
. (Cari walks into the тоот and sets the chair down. He looks 
up at Jody.) Jody. 
JODY. (Soft) What? 
CARL. Don’t let us down. 


Scene 2 


Noon. The store is “Open.” Three dozen chairs of all vari- 
«йез have bem placed around the room, For а long while, we 
stare at the room. Then, we hear voices. 


VOICE OF CARL. (From behind the map table.) І AM THE 
BASTARD SON OF RICHARD NIXON AND I SHALL RULE 
THE WORLD! 

VOICE OF JODY. (From behind the counter.) ADVANCE 
THEN, IF YOU DARE! (Jody and Carl leap up from their hiding 
places and scream: AAAHHH! They race toward each other at the 
center of the room. They each hold long, rolled-up maps wrapped in 
plastic — and they are in the midst of a playfully vicious dust, us 
ing their maps as swords. The following lines happen during the 


лк 


fighting.) 
JODY. Your lies have gone too far, they have jeopardized 
our fair kingdom and ít із the will of the citizenry that you 
must die! 
CARL. I bow not to your authority. 1 hear not your cries. 
History shall be my judge and jury! I recognize only the 
Opinion Polls of the Most High. 
JODY. Renounce it all, oh foundling son of a most derelict 
tapeworm! You must this day renounce it alll 
CARL. Never, I say! Never! 
JODY. You must renounce your rutting father and his rot- 
ting legacy! 
CARL. 'Tis a hero of whom you speak! Father Dick is a 
man of destiny, and ‘tis I will fan the fire and fervor of his 
famous flame forever! (A standoff.) 
JODY. Fie, then, bastard boy. Prepare to meet thy maker. 
CARL. And at whose hand shall this appeasement be en- 
acted? 
JODY. Why by my very hand, and this noble — (Chechs the 
end of the map/sword.) Australian weapon of death! 
CARL. The gods laugh at thy piteous, pixiesh posturing. 
(Cari spits. Jody spits back. Carl spits. Jody spits back.) For ‘tis I, 
knave, who hold the weapon which shall open thy torso and 
send thy wretched soul to heil’s gaping maw. 
JODY. And pray, what weapon is that, sir? 
CARL. (Under his breath.) Just a second. (He, too, reads the 
dabel on the end of his map/sword.) Aha! 
JODY. What, sir? Do tell thy weapon’s name. (Pause, then 
Carl holds the map/swerd high, triumphantly.) 
CARL. CHINA! (More dueling. Ad-libs, Some swords/maps тау 
be dropped, and others picked up from the bins in the store. Finally, 
Jody is without a sword and із lying back over the counter. Carl is 
ready to finish him off. Under his breath.) Beg for mercy. 
JODY. (Also under his breath,) What? 
CARL. (Under his breath.) Beg for mercy. 
JODY. (Fuil voice.) 1 beg of you, sir, MERCY. 
CARL. Beg not to me, quivering cur. Beg thy pagan gods 
to speed thy fate. (Lifts map/sword high over his head.) Let his- 


|| 


tory note whom here was smote: l 
T'was the rightful heir of Dick Nixon 
who did thy unworthy banner of flesh unfurl, 
and with one great longitudinal thrust 
did send thee from this world — | ] 
(Аз Carl begins his final thrust, the phone rings.) Shit. (Jody an- 
swers the 
JODY. ney Maps. (Раизе.) Just a second. (Jody hands the 
phone to Carl.) For thee. 
CARL. What news? 
JODY. I know not. р 
CARL. (Рио phone.) Yes? (Jody crosses the room to get а drink 
of water, He also picks up some of the strewn maps. Сап turns up- 
stage with the phone, so ше do not hear his conversation. After a 
moment, he hangs up the phone and heads for the door.) 
JODY, What is it, Carl? ч 
CARL, I'm wanted at the museum. There is art to be re- 
stored. з | 
JODY. I see. (Carl gets to the door.) What kind of art? 
CARL. 5.) Pardon? 
JODY. whe а of агі, Carl? What kind of art із іп need 
of restoring today? (Silence.) 
CARL, Umm ... 
JODY. Yes? А 
CARL. ОЙ art. Some very ... old art needs restoring today. 
JODY. Which art, Carl? American, European, African? The 
Gaugin, the Rauschenberg, the Hopper? What kind of — 
CARL. The Hopper. It’s the Hopper, Jody. 
JODY. Which Hopper? 
CARL. The one of his mother. 
JODY. That's not Hopper, Carl. џ 
CARL. Мо, of course not. The other опе. The one, we've 
seen it together, Jody, the one with the clown and the gen- 
eral and the worker and the society couple. And the lanterns. 
JODY. “Soir Bleu.” Р 
CARL. Yes, you see. And the woman with the checks, the 
rouged cheeks, red like meat, standing behind them all, took- 
ing down on them. “Soir Bleu.” 


JODY. Blue Night. 

CARL, Yes. 

JODY. And it is being restored? 

CARL. Most definitely. 

JODY. I see. (Carl starts off again.) What is being done? 
CARL. 


(Stops.) The clown is, his, uh, face is falling. It is fall- 
ing, sinking down into his costume. His white face. We must 
lift it up. 

JODY. Lift it up? 

CARL. Yes. Апа the woman, she is, wh, cracking. Her, uh, 
red cheeks are cracking and there is, uh, another woman, 
another woman behind her who is peeking through -- and 
we can’t have this, Jody, it would be wrong, it would be 
criminal, to allow this other woman, this painted over woman 
to get back into the picture. We must keep her out. She 
does not belong. 

JODY. Who is this other woman? 

CARL. We don’t know her name, Jody. We don't know ev- 


erything. 

JODY. How do you know she doesn’t belong? 

CARL, Because she is behind the paint. She is trying to butt 
in, trying to crash the painting because she is the one with 
the answer to the riddle. 

JODY. What riddle? 

CARL. The riddle of the painting. Who are these people, 
why are they gathered? Who is the woman, who is she there 
to see, to whom is she about to speak? 

JODY. And the woman behind the painting knows these 
things? 

CARL, This and more. She's clever, Jody. She sleeps with 
her eyes open and always knows where you're parked. We 
must cover her back up. She must not give the answers. 
JODY. Why, Carl? 

CARL. Because, the painting is the questions, That's what 
it is. Without that, it’s just cloth that's giving a frame a job. 
JODY. I see. 

CARL. Т hoped you would, 

JODY. You're not going to restore art, are you, Carl? 
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CARL. (Direct.) Мо. en 

ODY. You're on your way to get mor . 
КАМ. Taree af еш. (Silence. Јоду stands. During the follow- 
ing he takes a few chairs which are іп the middle of the тоот — 
vied adds them to stacks in the comers of the тоот.) Is it still all 
right for me tọ store them here, Jody? This is the largest 
room 1 know of. You know Г4 keep them at my place, you 
know that — but it's so tiny and there's, well, there’s just no 
— (Pause.) Are they in the way, Jody? 

JODY. Yes. 

CARL. Be honest with me. 

JODY. More honest than yes? 

CARL, I don’t think you -- | 

JODY. They аге (өтіну in the way. They block aisles. Cus- 
tomers trip over them. The first few were fine, Carl, they re- 
ally were, but this is 100 much now. They are horribly, disas- 
trously IN THE WAY. (Pause.) Is that clear? 


CARL. Yes. 
JODY. Good. 
CARL. I'm glad we сап be direct. 


JODY. Са rid of them, Carl. (Silence. Carl turns and looks at 
the chairs. Then, he turns back to Јоду.) 
CARL. Ра known Bobby since I was five. It was the first day 
of kindergarten and I was playing on the swings before the 
first bell rang. A kid Га never seen before walked up and 
started swinging right next to me. When the bell rang, we 
stopped swinging and started for the door. He grabbed the 
hood of my coat and said “What's your name?” І said Carl. 
He said “I'm Bobby.” 1 said hi. He said “You want to be best 
friends?” I said okay. Then we went inside and became best 
friends for twenty-five years. ате 

I think everything good is attained through simplicity. 1 
think that's why when you're all fucked up they say you have 
a complex. (Silence. Carl goes to the door. Opens it.) 
JODY. ГИ see you tomorrow, Carl. 
CARL. You will. (Carl leaves. Jody goes to the closed door and 
stares out the glass. Then, he pulls the shade closed. He locks the 


door, He turns the sign from “Open” to “Closed.” He turns to the 
audience, As Jody speaks, the lights in the room gradually shift from 
noon ... to dusk ... to night.) 

JODY. Апу talk of maps ultimately comes around to one 
very specific, lingering issue: The Greenland Problem. (He 
indicates а large Mercator Projection World Map on the шай.) 

Now, you may know this, but Greenland is actually about 
the size of Mexico. However, on the well known Mercator 
projection map — the one hanging in front of your class- 
rooms in grade school — Greenland appears to be roughly 
the size of South America and twice the size of China. 
Clearly a world power to be reckoned with, if it were, you 
know, habitable. · 

The Mercator map also shows most of the earth's land 
mass to be in what we consider the “north,” when, in fact, 
the “south” is more than double the size of the north. 
Scandinavia seems to dwarf India, though India is three times 
as large. And the old Soviet states appear to be twice the size 
of the entire African continent, In reality they are smaller, 
Smaller by, oh, about four million square miles. 

A map maker takes a messy round world and puts it neat 
and flat on the wall in front of you, And to do this, a map 
maker must decide which distortions, which faulty perceptions 
he can live with — to achieve a map which suits his pur- 
poses, He must commit to viewing it from only one angle. 

The Mercator map, developed in Germany in 1569, was 
a great aid to navigators since, for the first time, all lines of 
longitude ran perpendicular to the equator — or straight up 
to the top of the map — rather than converging toward the 
poles. This meant that all the lines of longitude and latitude 
intersected at right angles — and this meant that, for the first 
time, a sailor could draw a straight line between two fixed 
points оп (һе map and steer a constant course between 
them. The map had accounted for the curve of the earth — 
the sailor did not have to. 

To accomplish this, Mercator had to accept a distortion; 
the parallel lines of latitude would have to be spaced progres 
sively further apart as they moved away from the equator. 


|| 


This, іп turn, would progressively distort the sizes and shapes 
of land masses — from zero distortion at the equator, to ab- 
solute distortion at the poles ... the Greenland Problem. 

Mercator was a brilliant man. He freed the art of cartog- 
raphy from superstition, from the weight of medieval miscon- 
ceptions. And his map revolutionized global navigation. He 
never intended it as a tool to teach the sizes and shapes of 
countries. He never intended to make Greenland a global 
behemoth. (He points at Mercator map.) 

But, nearly four hundred and fifty years after Mercator, 
we still think the earth looks like this. It doesn't. It never 
has. But we've come to accept the distortion as fact. We've 
learned to see the world from this angle. 

I like this map. I sell this map. I don’t wam people when 
they buy it that, like any good newspaper, it contains a few 
lies. And I've grown accustomed, when 1 feel the шӯ of a 
perplexed child оп my sleeve, to tum and patiently say: “No, 
it's not really that big.” 

Maybe it’s comforting to us because we, too, have our 
blind spots. We, too, have things on the periphery of our 
lives that we distort -- in order to best focus on the things 
in front of us. In order to best navigate through our days. 

Sometimes, though, these things on the periphery, these 
things that we do not understand, these fer away things grow 
to massive proportions — threatening to dwarf our tiny, or- 
dered, known world. And when they get big enough, we are 
forced to see them for what they are. 

People 1 know are dying. | 

This is my Greenland Problem. (It is now dark outside. 
Someone tries 10 open the front door and discovers it is lacked. An- 
other try. Then, knocking. A pause. Then, more knocking, pounding. 
And still more. Jody stands in the room, motionless. Knocking and 
pounding continues. Finally, silence. Jody takes a deep breath, Closes 
his eyes. He moves to a switch and turns off the lights in the room. 
He sits, Silence, Phone rings. Jody heeps his eyes closed. Phone keeps 
ringing. Finally, Jody relents. He goes to the phone and answers it) 

Jody's Maps. (Silence. Jody brings the phone away from his 
head and stares at it. Then he hangs it up and walks to the front 


door, He opens the door. Carl stands in the di 

оотиау, holding a 
cordless phone to his ват. Next to him is а chair 
What is it, Carl? ee me 
CARL. Do you know what time it is, Jody? 


JODY. it's seven forty-five. 

CARL. Are you closing early? 

JODY. Am I — no, I'm — Carl, what до you — 

CARL. It’s Friday night. 

JODY. Т know that. 

CARL. You're open ШІ nine on Fridays. 

JODY. І knéw that, Carl. 

CARL. The sign says “Closed.” The door is locked. The 


lights are off. abruptly turns the sign a 
tg in Тұзы ны А 
DY, There. (Сат hands Jody his daily тай, it 

him, goes to the cash register, opens it, and теулі ды сы 
busy. Carl brings the chair into the room, takes off his coat, looks 
around.) 

CARL. Did you have a good day? 

JODY. Mm йш. ке 

CARL. People are buying maps. That's good. They're still 
interested in things. What's water and what's land. Things 
like that. (Silence. Jody keeps busy at the register. Carl walks up 
and stares at the Mercator map.) Hey, Jody. I have a question. 
JODY. No. Нз not really that big. (Silence.) 

CARL. It looks bigger than South America. 

JODY. It’s not. 

CARL. Тоо bad. Think if it was. Think of all the coffee 
they could produce. (Jody just stares at him. Cart grabs a travel 
тар from а display case. He sits in the most recent chair, peruses 
his тар. Silence, Finally, Jody relents and talks to him.) 

JODY. Ала how about you? 

CARL, Me? 
JODY. Ном was your day? 

CARL. 1 don't want to disturb you, Jody. You do your work. 
I'm contemplating Chad. 
JODY. You're not disturbing me. I'm just finishing up. How 
was your day? 
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CARL. Really? 

JODY. Yes. (Sitence.) 

CARL. Well, things at the paper are crazy. 

JODY. (After a moment.) Really? 

CARL. Yes. Just crazy. No one understands, Jody. They re- 


ally don't. There are all these so-called “reputable” journalists 
who walk around bitching and moaning how hard it is to 
cover the news. How taxing it is to look around and put into 
inverted pyramid form something that happened. 1 should be 
зо lucky, Jody. Do you think I can get away with just typing 
up stuff that happened? Please. When you write for a tabloid, 
you have to create the news, And believe me, that is taxing. 
Many’s the day I wished I could walk out my door, see 
a little fire across the street, go to work and type it up: “A 
little fire happened yesterday across the street.” How sweet, 
how simple. But that little fire is not a story at my paper 
unless an elderly woman with a foreign accent was washing 
dishes, and she looks down at the white plate she is scrub- 
bing, and there, there on the white plate she is holding is 
the face of Jesus, Jesus himself, all beatific and covered with 
suds — and the face of Jesus speaks to her. The face of Jesus 
says: “Drop. The. Plate.” And the woman is frozen with fear. 
And again, Jesus says: “Drop. The. Piate.” And the woman 
speaks. The woman says: “It’s part of a set." Jesus stands 
firm, “If you want to be with me in heaven, you will drop. 
The. Plate.” The woman is shaking with fear. She tries to 
explain that it was a wedding gift some forty years ago from 
an uncle who suffered from polio and died a pauper — but 
Jesus doesn't give an inch. It’s as though he's gone back and 
read the Old Testament. “I'll give you one more chance,” he 
says, “then ГИ have the fire of hell consume your soul." The 
woman, tears streaming down her face, tries. to, quickly. sub- 
merge him under the soapy water — but the water is gone. 
The sink is gone. Only the plate, and.the face, remain. She 
stares at him, trembling. Не says;. “Well?” She. has a realiza- 
tion. This is not Jesus. This is not her Lord and Savior. This 
is an impostor. This is the spirit of Satan entering the world 
through her dishware. She looks the plate squarely in the 


face and says: “Т renounce you.” 

Within seconds, she’s toast. So is the building. 

The firemen do not find the slightest trace of her, But 
there, in the midst of the smoking rubble, the dinner plate 
shines white and pristine. And burned into it forever is the 
image of the woman's final, hideous expression, The last face 
she made before she became a china pattern. 

My paper can run а story like that. (Jody stares in disbeli 
Carl returns to his travel nash ай т 
JODY. Carl? 

CARL, Yes? . 
JODY. How do you figure this sto (5 to the геро; 

ter? 
CARL. What do you mean? > 92 
JODY. 1 mean, she was alone іп the тоот, and now she's 
dead. So, who witnessed this? Who reported it? 
CARL. Нег goldfish. 
JODY. Her — 
can 5 Jor Pake an effort. Her goldfish survived the fire 

channeled the woman's voice into 

joo Tee my tape recorder. 


а: News is hard, Jody. (Clases his map.) So, what's the 


JODY. Hmm? 

JODY Wat coun Р косады 

У ү ја з money in the drawer, Јоду. I saw that. 
JODY Ga sb mone of oer — 

CARL, 


Tm just asking. I’m just wondering if you forgot to 

keep т зћор оре If you forgot to sell things to people 
ау. This is your livelihood, Jody. This i 

Е Jody. This is what pays off your 


JODY. І was out 1 took i: 
Ж today. some time off. I went out. 
JODY. Where? 
CARL. Yes, where? 
JODY. Where, like there are places I shouldn't have gone? 
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Where, like I need your okay before I go? 


CARL, Name one place. Name one thing you did. 

JODY. No. 

CARL. Fine. 

JODY. Сай — 

CARL. Мо. That’s fine. Let’s change the subject. Let’s talk 
about Chad. 

JODY. I don't have to tell you where I go, Carl. And I 


don’t have to make things up about my day like you do. 


CARL. I don’t make things up. 

JODY. You don’t. 

CARL. No. 1 lie. 

JODY. There’s a difference? 

CARL. There certainly is. 

JODY. ро tell. 

CARL. If I made it up, that would imply that I wished I 


was doing it. That I wished I wrote for a tabloid, or restored 
art or worked at the auto glass shop, or all the rest of it. But 
I don’t wish to do those things. 

JODY. Then why do you tell me you do? 

CARL, You have to get out, Јоду. You weren't out today. 1 
know. Because Г was out. I was out there driving a rented 
truck around this neighborhood, packing things, opening. and 
closing doors, going in and out, Jody. ў 
JODY. That's enough. Let's just — 

CARL. I was іп peopie’s homes today, Jody. І was walking 
through rooms. This is our neighborhood, Jody. You can't hide 
from it. You can't just — 

JODY. Сап -- 

CARL. You can’t just deny it. 

JODY. I'm going home, Carl. It’s been a long day. ГИ see 
you tomorrow. (Carl does not move.) You can go ahead. I've 
got to close up. 


„ ГІ wait. 
JODY. You don’t have to. 
CARL, ГІ wait. 
JODY. ЈИ talk to you tomorrow, Carl. (Cari goes to the door and 


throws it open.) 


CARL. I'm waiting for you . 

он че, g you to leave, I want to watch you 
JODY. For сой sake — is й i 

other items in par ne р) ава со 
CARL. 1 want to see you go home. 

JODY. Don’t push this, Carl. I'm warning you. 

CARL. You certainly are. You've been warning me for some 
time, but Гуе been stow to see it. Ordering in food. The sofa 
in the back room. Seldom a change of clothes. You've been 
warning me all right. (Jody grabs his coat, and his shoulder bag. 
He moves toward the door, then stops, staring at Сат.) 

JODY. You're in my мау, (Сат backs away from the door and 
Stares at Jody.) 
CARL. Go ahead. (Pause.) There’s nothing i Д 
(Longer pause.) Why don’t ea go? cee aay, 
JODY. І want you to leave, Carl. (Silence. Standoff. Then, Cart 
leaves. Jody stares at the open door for a moment, then moves to the 
bach through che МВ 10 ЖШ а cup with water, аз — Сай bursts 

о loor, ing several irs. 

e ар у айны carrying chairs. Jody, startled, drops 
CARL. (Moving, talking în a flurry.) This is fine, Jody. If you 
won't go out, ГИ being things to уоп, ГЇЇ let you see what 
you re missing — (And Carl is out the door again. 

the chairs. He starts after Carl, but stops,) е 
JODY. Сап. CARL. I DON'T WANT ANY MORE OF YOUR 
CHAIRS, (Pause.) DO YOU HEAR ME? (Сат is bach in — 
жазы Several more chairs, including a wooden rocking: chair, with 
б 


CARL. Мо, I don’t hear you. I don’t hear you at all — 
JODY. (Overlapping) Cari ~ 
CARL. What are you saying, Jody? 1 can’t understand a 


word you're saying — (He sets one ој the chairs at Jody's feet — 
and is ропе.) . еле де RE ЛІ 

JODY. GODDAMNIT, Сагі — (Jody picks up one of the chairs, 
in frustration — as though he were about to at it а the room 
— phone тіре; Jody. is frozen. He drops the chair. He looks at the 
ringing phone. He moves to the door and begins to slam it shut, but 
— Cari arrives before he gets the door fully shut Cart is dragging 
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add 


eight or ten chairs that have been lashed together with rope. He 
hauls them to the center of the тоот.) 


CARL. Phone's ringing, Jody. Someone wants to talk to 
уо: 
JODY, (Overiapping.) Enough, Carl. Enough of this game of 


yours. I don't care if you — 

CARL, What game is that, Jody? I’m playing no game here. 
I went out and got these things — (And Carl is gone. Jody calls 
after him, stumbling over chairs on his way to the door.) 
JODY. ТМ LOCKING THIS DOOR, CARL. 1 DON’T WANT 
YOU НЕКЕ. DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME? 1 DON'T WANT 
YOU HERE. (The phone is still ringing. Jody slams the door shut 
and locks it. Then, he stumbles over the pile of chairs toward the 
phone, and answers it.) Jody's Maps. (Pause) Who? (A pane of 
glass in the door is smashed with a chair leg.) NO, CARL IS NOT 
HERE. (Jody slams down the phone, as Carl reaches through the 
shattered glass and unlocks the door. He throws open the door and 
brings in another chair.) 

CARL. That's about it for today, Jody. I’m sure there'll be 
more іп a few days. Who was оп the phone? 

JODY. Get out of here. 

CARL, Bobby's dead, Jody. 

JODY. 1 don’t give a fuck that Bobby's dead. Do you hear 
me, Carl? I don't give a fuck. 

CARL. And José. And Michael. And Doug. And Anita — 
JODY. (Overlapping.) 1 know this — 

CARL, And Vince and Jackie and Richard and — 

JODY. І know this, Carl. 

CARL. Ро you? Гуе buried thirty people in six months, 
Jody. It's gotten to the point where I go to the memorial ser- 
vices to see who’s still alive, 

JODY. І said І KNOW THIS. 

CARL. I don’t think you do. 1 don't think you see. any of 
it, anymore. 

JODY. What do you want me to do? You want me to march 
up and down the street shouting MY FRIENDS ARE DYING 
AND LOOK HOW MUCH I CARE? That does nothing, Сал: 
Do you hear me? Nothing. 


CARL. Јоду, you don’t — 
JODY. THAT BRINGS NO ONE BACK. THAT CHANGES 
NOTHING. 


CARL. It would change you. 

JODY. ст 

CARL, What? 

JODY. Маке someone else your mission. (Jody. slams the door 


shut. Long silence.) 


CARL. (Softer.) Do you recognize these chairs? 

JODY. Some of them. (Silence.) Not that rocker. (Silence.) 
CARL. Phillip. (Silence.) 

JODY. Phillip Carter? 

CARL. 


Phillip Taylor. (Silence. He touches the back of the last 
chair he brought in.) This was Phillip Carter's. (Silence. Carl sits 
іп the chair and stares front as he speaks.) I volunteer, I go help 
move these people — these people's things — out of their 
homes. And I can’t stand the chairs. I can't stand all the 
empty chairs. Sitting alone in rooms. On the sidewalk outside. 
Or in the middle of a trimmed green lawn, waiting to be 
auctioned off to the highest bidder. All these chairs, draped 
with empty clothes. 

JODY. (Soft) What does this do, Carl? Does it do some- 
thing? 

CARL. П does for me. This is the thing, Jody: I’m just try- 
ing to value my life enough to not throw it into traffic. In 
the midst of this fucking disease, I'm just trying to find the 
worth of me. And I've stopped trying to find it in grand acts, 
in major accomplishments. I'm looking for it now in every 
dish I wash. I’m looking for worth in the way I greet the 
mailman, the way I make a pot of tea, a letter I actually write 
instead of just intend. 

Because I don’t get much done, Jody. [ really don’t. I 
know people who get things done with their days. 1 admire 
and despise them. They put their heads оп pillows at night 
and something in their life is actually different than it was 
when they woke up. Those people are mutants to me. 

Me — I plan, I plod and I fall short. And if I shorten 
ту plans, I fall still shorter. And if I widen my scope, if I 


take the long view of the thing we are living in, the enormity 
of it devours me. I see headlines that haunt and silence me, 
I hear people talk about some Famous Man or Unsuspecting 
Woman or Innocent Child who got sick — and yes, that is 


... But this culture can’t just grieve that life — they have 
to place it above the others. They have to remind us that these 
people did not deserve it. They didn’t do anything wrong. 
They're just normal people. Unlike those deviants who got 
what they deserved — these people’s death is wrong. This 
Neanderthal Puritanism chokes at me. It clouds my perspective 
and it robs me of my irony. And I need my irony. These 
days it is standard equipment. It is the penicillin of modern 
thought. Without my irony, I am just bones that talk. І am 
just a marksman looking for a bell tower. (Silence. Softer, now.) 

This is who am now, Jody. These are my three a.m. 

thoughts. These are the things that make me spend all morn- 
ing making the bed not just well, but perfectly. (Long silence. 
Finally, Jody moves to the chair he dropped to the ground. Не looks 
down at й. Lifts it, Holds it, Then, stands it upright in the room. 
After а moment, he walks slowly to the front door. He opens the 
door, He peers ош. Carl tums and watches him. Jody stands motion- 
less, looking out the door for a long time, Finally, he turns back to 
Carl. 
TOY. (Standing in the doorway.) 1 am a boxer. Well, not re- 
ally a boxer. What happened із that I'd always liked those 
shorts, those Everlast shorts, and I saw a pair at a thrift store 
and I bought them. And one day I'm wearing them, and sud- 
denly a cheering crowd of people is all around me, and they 
are walking me to this ring. This brightly lit ring. 


CARL. In Las Vegas? | 
JODY. The dream didn’t tell me. It didn’t tell me where it was. 
CARL. I love Las Vegas. 


JODY. And I wy to tell them that they have the wrong 
man, that I’m not really a boxer at all, I just happened to 
buy these shorts at — but they don’t listen. 1 am their cham- 
pion, 


T'm sitting оп а stool іп the corner, and an old man is 
rubbing my shoulders and talking in my ear, and other 
people are putting mouthpieces in me and ой on my face. 
And I feel so ... confident. I can’t quite see my opponent 
across the ring, but I feel so sure, so cocky. The old man is 
telling me about my jabs, my footwork, my use of the ring. 
He's telling me about all of it and I am ready. 

A bell rings. 

1 stand up and step forward. 

And this is the thing: they will train you, they will teach 
you to hit, they will teach you to move — but they never tell 
you about the fear. Nothing the people in your corner can 
tell you will prepare you for the fear, 

There is a huge man in that ring and he plans to omit 
you, (Silence) 

I look back to my corner and — {Stops.) 


CARL. What? What happens? 

JODY. Г just remembered something. 
CARL. What? 

JODY. You are there. 

САРІ. І am? 

JODY. Yes. 

CARL. What do І do? 

JODY. Т ask you for water. 1 say: "Сагі, please, 1 need 
some water.” 

CARL. And I give you some. 

JODY. No, 

CARL. Sorry. 


JODY. You just shove me back into the center of the ring. 
I tell you I don’t want to go, I чу to leave the ring to get 
some water — but you have shoved me back into the center. 
I сап feel my opponent's breath on my face as he circles me, 
And my arms are so heavy, I'm tying to lift them but they 
are solid lead, they are hanging at my sides, just hanging there 
— and I'm «ying to lift them, lift them in front of my face, 
Tm trying to lift them to Protect myself — (Jody stops. He 
turns and looks outside the door. After a moment, he closes the door. 
He walks into the room and sits in a chair, Не stares front. Silence. 
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i cooler. Cart goes to 
tares at him, then looks over at the water : 
карен cooler and fills a small cup with water. He brings а 
water to Jody. Jody takes the cup, without looking at Carl. Simply. 
The phone was for you, Carl. 
CARL. Thank you. | у 
DY. Someone has more chairs. (Sélence.) 

pti РИ stop by tomorrow. (Сат! goes to the door. He све 
the sign from “Open” to “Closed.” He leaves, closing ee 
him. He reaches through the broken pane and locks the bolt from 0 
inside. Then, he is gone. Jody stares front. He lifts the cup of wa- 
ter to his mouth and drinks. Lights fade to black.) 


END OF ACT ONE 
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АСТ ТУО 


ӛсепе 1 


The тоот ‚їз cluttered with chairs. Everywhere. In some 
places they are stacked to the ceiling. А few, smail path- 
ways provide access to the front door, the water cooler, the 
cash register. The broken window pane has been boarded up. 
Morning. The stove is “Closed.” Jody sits in a large, old-time 
barber chair. A towel covers his neck and shoulders. He is 
halfreading a book. Carl stands behind Jody, giving him a 
haircut. 


JODY. Umm — 

CARL. It — it — it — 

JODY. It was umm — umm — 

CARL. It — it — it — 

JODY. PU never forget it — it was umm — 

CARL. (Pointing to the tip of his tongue as he speaks.) It's here 
— it’s right here — I can almost taste it — 

JODY. It was — umm — oh, for heaven's sake — it was — 
CARL, Umm — 

JODY. You remember, Carl — we all read it — 

CARL. Mm ‘hmm — 

JODY. Ме sat up late, all of us, night after night, talking 
about it — 

CARL, Mm hmm — 

JODY. Arguing, debating its pros and cons — 

CARL, Mm hmm — 

JODY. Each and every one of us read it — but I can’t — 
CARL. I can’t either — 

JODY. Was it —? 

CARL, Hmm? 


CARL. Well — 
JODY. Umm — 


CARL. І can see the cover — 

JODY. І can, too — 

CARL, Iam reading the cover — 

JODY, I'm with you, Carl — 

CARL. And the cover says — 

JODY. It — it — it — 

CARL. Its says, umm — 

JODY. Irs — it's — it's — 

CARL. Gone, 

JODY. Damnit. 

CARL. Sorry, Jody. 

JODY. Tt was the book that changed our lives. 

CARL. Right. 

JODY. But what was the name of it? (Silence. Carl stops cut- 
ting Jody's hair. They both think.) 

CARL. Оһ, well. (Carl resumes cutting.) 

JODY. We remember the wrong things. We remember the 
combination to our high school gym locker, we forget the 
name of the woman who taught us to swim. We remember 
the capitals of states and forget our parent's birthdays. Our 
friend's middle names. I can recite the periodic table of the 
elements, but I don't remember the name of the cafe 1 was 
sitting in when I realized I'd fallen in love. (Pause.) Isn't that 
odd, Carl? 

CARL. What kind of cafe was it? I can check the yellow 
pages — 

JODY. Мо. I'm sure it’s long gone. I just mean, shouldn't 
we remember those things? 

CARL. Like the book that changed our lives? 

JODY. Exactly. 

CARL. It'll come to you, Jody. Be patient. (Silence. The hair- 
cut continues.) What are you reading now? 

JODY. Ionesco. The Chairs. Do you know it? 

CARL. Is that the one with the hippos in it? 

JODY. Мо. An old man and woman fill a room with chairs, 
in expectation of an Огагог who they trust will “bequeath 
their message to the world,” who will “radiate upon posterity 
the light of their minds,” 


CARL. Tall order. What happens? 

JODY. Well, once the Orator arrives, the old man and 
woman throw themselves out the window and fall to their 
deaths, 

CARL. That's tragic. 

JODY. Yes. 

CARL. But, at least they get out, Jody. 

JODY. Don’t start, Carl. 

CARL. So, then ‘what? What does the Orator say? 

JODY. He mumbles incoherently. He says nothing. 

CARL. And then? 

JODY. Its over. (Long silence. Jody closes the book. Carl clips 
hair.) 

CARL. Jody? 

јору. Hmm? 

CARL. What happens to the chairs? 

JODY. Сагі, that’s not the point. 

CARL. Do you know, though? Во you know what happens 
to all of them? 

JODY. (After а moment.) No. I don’t. 

CARL. Maybe the Orator moves in and takes care of them. 
Maybe he turns the place into a museum and people come 
апа — 

JODY. (Firm.) Сап. That із not what happens. 

CARL. You don’: know. 

JODY. Үе», I do. It ends. That's what happens. Tt ends. 
CARL. ` But those chairs belong to someone. Someone has to 
deal with them afterwards. 

JODY. There is no afterwards. Nothing happens afterwards 
because it is over. It has ended. 

CARL. But the Orator is STILL THERE. He didn’t LEAVE. 
He didn’t JUMP OUT THE WINDOW. HE’S STILL THERE. 
HE HAS NOT ENDED. 

JODY. 10 a STORY, Сагі. 

CARL. (Pause) 1 knew you'd say that. It’s a могу. It’s not 
real. That’s always how these arguments end. Ultimately, ev- 
eryone falls back on fiction. (Jody offers the book to Cart.) 
JODY. Here, Carl. Read it yourself, Maybe that will help. 
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(Carl takes the book. Не hands Jody а hand-mirror.) 

CARL, Okay. You're done. You're ready for а night on the 
town. (оду checks out his haircut in the mirror аз Carl removes the 
towel and puts the scissors away.) 


JODY. из — 
CARL. What? 
JODY. Well, it's — 
CARL. What? 


JODY. It's subtle, Carl. 

CARL, You know me. 

JODY. (Looks in mirror, pause.) Thank you. (Silence. Jody con- 
пиву to examine his hair in the mirror.) 

CARL. What? 

JODY. 1 usually go down to Water Street. I usually have it 
cut down there. I’m just used to how they — (Carl grabs the 
mirror away from Jody.) 

CARL. Go, then. (Silence. Carl heads for the door.) Pm turn- 
ing the sign, Jody. 

JODY. I'm not ready, Сагі. 

CARL, It’s ten-thirty. You should be open. 

JODY. Its a mess in here. I need to straighten. There’s 
clutter. There's more than clutter. There's bulk. 

CARL, АП I want to do is turn the sign. It doesn’t mean 
someone will come, Perhaps, today, there is not one person 
who needs a map. 

JODY. Someone does, Carl. I'm certain. 

CARL. Perhaps not today. I just want tọ turn the sign. 
JODY. And if someone comes in, what then? 

CARL. You'll say hello. You'll answer a question. You'll send 
them home with Scotland-or Chad. 

JODY. 1 don’t know, Carl — 

CARL. If it goes badly, if it's too hard, you сап, well — 
JODY. What? I can what? 

САВЕ. You can throw yourself out the window. 

JODY. There are chairs in the way. 

CARL. I think you'll be fine. (Carl goes to the sign, takes hold 
of it, turns back to Jody.) Jody? (Jody nods, reluctantly. Carl turns 
the sign to announce the store is “Open.”) There. (Jody stands and 
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goes to the cash register for a toothpick % gnaw оп. Carl gets а 
small broom and dust pan — от an electric “dustbuster” — from 
behind the counter.) 


JODY. Don’t you have ta work today, Carl? 

CARL. I called the shop. They don’t need me till later, 
JODY. Тһе shop? 

CARL. Тһе auto glass shop. 

JODY. Oh. 

CARL. И was a quiet.night for thuggery. There is not much 


glass to be replaced. (Carl is finished sweeping up the hair in a 
matter of seconds.) There we go. 

JODY. Not much hair, Carl. 

CARL. І was selective, (Phone rings.) Tell them I'm on my 
way. (Carl gets his coat as Jody answers the phone.) 

JODY. (Into phone.) He's on his way. Yes. Goodbye. (Carl 
starts for the door. Jody hangs up the phone.) Carl — 

CARL. I've got to go. (Сат starts out the door.) 

JODY. What else have I forgotten, Carl? 

CARL. – (Зора) What? 

JODY. I've forgotten the name of that book that changed 
our lives. I've forgotten the name of that cafe. What else have 
I forgotten? What else do I think I know that I really don't? 
CARL. (Ош!) Ed's Cafe. Rita's Cafe. Old Timer's Cafe. 
Half Moon Cafe. Joe and Bob’s Cafe — 

JODY. Мо, Carl. Forget the cafe. 

CARL. I never knew it. You’re the one that — 

JODY. We don’t know our minds, Carl. We don’t get a 
Printout. Nothing in our minds warns us it’s going. It just 
goes. And something else follows. And our last thought is left 
to шгп out the lights. 

CARL. LOOK, if you don’t like your haircut, just SAY IT. 

JODY. Close the door, Carl. 

CARL. They're waiting for — 

JODY. Please. (Silence. Carl closes the door.) You've been a 
good friend to me, Carl. Even when I've wanted to kill you. 
You're like the little brother I never wanted to have. 

CARL, Thank you. 

JODY. Bus, 1 don’t know you, Carl. І don’t really know you. 
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When you go home to your apartment at night, and you 
close the door behind you — І have no idea what you до. 
(Pause.) What chair you sit in, What song you hum. (Раизе.) 
I think about that a lot, Carl. 

CARL. (After а moment.) Well, the chair part is easy. I only 
have one chair. It’s a classic 1950s kitchen chair, silver with 
a bright turquoise seat. 

JODY. That was a figure of speech, Carl — 


CARL. You've seen it, haven't you, Jody? You've seen my 
turquoise kitchen chair? 

JODY. Yes. 

CARL, It’s a collector's item. The turquoise seat is actually — 
JODY. Сан. 

CARL. What? 

JODY, We don’t know people. 

CARL. It's a mystery, Jody. Like peopie who knowingly buy 


jackets with fringe on them, It’s an absolute mystery. 

JODY. I'm talking about our friends. Who are really our 
friends? We don’t know. 

CARL. Do this: Pack up and move on two days notice. See 
who helps you. Those are your friends. 

JODY. You're missing the — 

CARL. I answered this ad. It said: Аге you interested in 
а cruelty-free relationship? (Well, I think, there’s a first time 
for everything.) So, I make plans to meet this man at the 
Park. We have agreed upon a time and a bench. Then, we 
have made plans to have a quiet cup of coffee. I go to the 
park. 1 like the park. I like to walk around the lake and 
look at the babies and dogs. I sit on the bench with my ex- 
pectations, I am expecting a man who is just plain no-debate 
handsome. Someone who could pull off one of those black 
turtleneck Hamlets. The man approaches, My expectations are 
nowhere in sight. He is one of those men who honestly be- 
lieves he сап iron his shirt by tucking it in. And his breath. 
Tt was not just bad, it was ancient. I'm telling you, Jody, some- 
thing had crawled down in there and died. He didn’t need 
mouthwash, he needed archaeology. 

JODY. 50, what happened? 
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CARL. Nothing happened. We didn’t even get as far аз the 
coffee. He bored me to tears for ten minutes and I left. I 
saw him a week later, and he avoided me like I was carrying 
a clipboard at an airport. 

JODY. Ви, what is your point? 

CARL. Yesterday that man took his car and mowed down 
twenty people at a sidewalk cafe. (Pause.) A reporter asked 
him why. (Pause.) He said: I just couldn't look at them any- 
more. (Silence. Jody stares at him, still waiting for the point.) 
Maybe it’s better not to know. (Carl staris for the door.) 
JODY. Ме trick ourselves. (Carl stops.) We add up our time 
with someone, we arrive at a number of hours or days or 
years, and we check that number against a chart on the wall. 
And the chart on the wail says: If you've spent X number 
of years with so and so, you must know them well. I по 
longer believe the chart on the wall. 

CARL, Give me an example. 

JODY. WHAT DO YOU DO FOR А LIVING? There's an 
example, 

CARL. I've told you. 

JODY. You've told me many things. 

CARL. 1 do many things. (Opens door.) They're waiting for 
me, Jody — 

JODY. You tell lies. 


CARL. Yes. 

JODY. You create occupations. 
CARL. . Yes. 

JODY. Why? 


CARL, For the same reason I create you, Jody. (Pause.) So, 
І have something to hold onto. I don’t know what chair you 
sit in, Jody. I don’t know what song you hum — though, I 
suspect it’s something pretty dated and embarrassing — I 
don’t know much about you, either, except that you love 
your store and your maps and lately you will not leave, you 
will not go out there. (Pause.) So, I create you. I create the part 
of you that does stuff while I'm not around. (Pause.) That's 
what people do, Jody. That's the closest they get to knowing 
each other. (Silence.) 


JODY. Can we play our game, Carl? 

CARL. The game where we tell the truth? 

JODY. Yes. 

CARL. Sure. (Jody stands and approaches Carl.) 

JODY. I have to go out, Carl. 

CARL. (Soft) I know. 

JODY. І have to be tested. (Silence.) 

CARL. You've been tested. (Pause.) Every six months for the 
past few years. 

JODY. Мо. (Pause.) No. 

CARL. You've told me you — 

JODY. No. (Silence.) 

CARL. ГІ go with you. 

JODY. Сап you find someone who'll come here? Someone 
who'll come here and test me here? 

CARL. ГП try, Jody. ГЇЇ make some calls. 

JODY. Thank you. (Phone rings.) 

CARL. Tell them I've left. Say I've left. (Carl goes. Jody an- 
swers the phone.) 

JODY. (о phone.) јоду'ѕ Maps. (Pause) Yes. He left, He'll 
be right there. (Jody hangs up the phone. He looks around his 
shop. He points to a spot on а large тар or standing globe. He 
turns to the audience.) When I was a teenager, I pumped gas 
in the middie of Montana. A іше station alone in the Big 
Sky Country. Sign out front: “Next Gas, Two Hundred 
Miles.” That's where I learned my geography, Folks’d рші up 
and say “How far is it to such and such? Can [ make such 
and such by nightfall? And what about so and so — is that 
straight north of here?” At the end of every day I tried in 
vain to wash the diesel off my hands. And then Га sit down 
with my father's atlas, open it up ... and see how many lies 
Га told people that day. (Music begins softly: Intro and first 
verse of а song such as Bob Dylan's “I Shall Be Released,"* sung 
by Joe Cocker.) I haven't forgotten that. (Music builds.) 


* See Special Note on Songs and Recordings on copyright page. 
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Scene 2 
More chairs. Evening. The store is “Closed.” 


Jody sits in а chair, sewing a button onto a shirt. As he 
sews, he hums a song such as the Joe Cocker version of Bob 
Dylan’s “I Shall Be Released. ”* 


Afier а moment, а key opens the front door and Carl enters. 
Carl carvies three chairs, a sack of food from the deli, and 
а small plastic bag. 


CARL. Ask me where Гуе been. Go оп, just ask me. 
JODY. Where’ve you been, Carl? 

CARL. I’ve been out not smoking, not drinking and not 
getting laid. I've been out there watching my step and not 
doing anything, anything in the least bit reckless or spontane- 
ous. I've been out there acting like I’m not out there. God, 
life is grand. 

JODY. What’s to eat? 

CARL. Not dessert. Not sugar. Not caffeine. Not cholesterol. 
(opens the sack, lifts food out.) It’s ... BLAND SOUP AND 
BREAD. 

JODY. Again? 

CARL. Yes, again. (Сат removes а second container of soup from 
the sack, as well as two plastic spoons.) 

JODY. Makes me want to pour whiskey on a steak and 
smoke it, 

CARL. Now, now, Jody. At this point in the century, we 
know better. We are no longer hunter-gatherers. We are 
browser-nibblers. 

JODY. Did you get butter? 


* See Special Note on Songs and Recordings on copyright page. 
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CARL. Please, Jody. (Carl removes three large white candles from 
the plastic bag, sets them on a surface and lights them, during the 
following.) You know what happened just before the dinosaurs 
went extinct? 

JODY. No, Сап. 

CARL. They changed diets. Think about it. 

JODY. 15 that true? 

CARL. Its what I tell my students at the University. (Jody 
stares at him. They settle doum into two of the newest chairs and 
begin eating.) 

JODY. You asked them, Carl? You did? 

CARL, І told you I did. 

JODY. 1 want to be sure. 

CARL. І spent all week оп the phone with them. They 
don't make exceptions. I tried, Jody. But, they won't come 
here and give you your test. You have to go there, 

JODY. And the other places? 

CARL. І called all of them. (Stands.) Here. I'll get the 
phone book. You can call them yourself. 

JODY. Sit down, Carl. I believe you. 

CARL. It’s five blocks, Jody. It’s a lovely walk. You'll like it. 
(Jody stares at him.) Okay. You'll hate it. Maybe you'll get hit 
by a car, Would that cheer you up? 

JODY. Eat your soup. (Сал sits and resumes eating.) 

CARL. They're good people. I've been there twice. 

JODY. When were you there last? 

CARL. About six months ago. 

JODY. You're due to go again, aren't you? 

CARL. As a precaution, yes. 

JODY. Come with me. 

CARL. No. 

JODY. But you have to go, anyway. 

CARL. I'm going next week. You're going on your own. 
Deal with it. (Pause.) They close at eight tonight. 

JODY. I know. 

CARL. І know you know. (Cart stares at him.) 

JODY. I'm GOING, Carl. I'm GOING TONIGHT. Are you 
happy? 
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CARL. I'm happy, take my picture. (5йепсе.) 

JODY. Did you work today? 

CARL. І can’t talk about it. 

JODY. Why? 

CARL. Тез scandalous. 

JODY. The tabloid? 

CARL. Ко. The glass shop. 

JODY. (After а moment.) What can be scandalous about an 


auto-glass shop? (Silence.) 
CARL. Well. Okay. But, what I'm about to say can't leave 
this room. = 
JODY. Don't worry. 
CARL. (Pause.) Тһе man who runs the shop — ГИ call him 
Mr. “R” — has been having some tough financial times. So 
е Mr. “R” enlists the help of his delinquent son — whom 
ГЇЇ сай “Tad.” “Tad,” it seems, has been very, very bad. So ... 
father and son strike а deal. Mr. “R” will refrain from send- 
ing “Tad” to a military academy, if "Тад" and his Шие delin- 
quent friends will do Mr. “R” a favor. So, last night, “Tad” 
was bad, He and his little friends take a 3 a.m. joyride 
through several neighborhoods, smashing every car window 
they find. Before calling it a night, they sever the phone 
cables of the competing auto glass stores. 

The next day, Мг. “R’s” business has grown twenty-fold. 


JODY. Ном can they get away with that? 

CARL. Mr. “H.” 

JODY. Who? 

CARL. The chief of police. 

JODY. You're kidding. 

CARL. You didn’t hear it from me. 

JODY. That's amazing, Carl. 

CARL. I'm telling you, Jody, there's some heavy hitters 


working down at that shop, Guys with connections that'd curl 
your toes. 

JODY. You sure can pick 'em. 

CARL, There's а man installs windshields down there who 
used to be a municipal worker in Dallas. 

JODY. So? 


CARL. Jody, this guy mowed the Grassy Ki 
all І can say about it. (Carl gathers up his 
and throws them away. He watches Jody. Jody 


button on his shirt. He hums, as before.) It’s sevélicthixty. 
JODY. 1 know that. 

CARL. You want help with your shirt? 

JODY. No. 


CARL. They close at eight. 

JODY. І know that, Сагі. (Silence. Jody sews. Carl gathers up 
Jody's food container and throws it away.) If 1 don't make it, I'll 
go tomorrow. 

CARL. They're closed tomorrow. 

JODY. Monday, then. (Silence. Carl stares at him. Jody sews. 
Carl blows out the candles — and, after doing so, his eyes land on 


@ large map on one of the walls, He staves at the map.) 

CARL. Weird. (Pause.) Weird. 

JODY. What's that? 

CARL. This map. (Pause.) Weird. 

JODY. You've seen that before. 

CARL. Not really. I never really noticed. 

JODY. That's the Peter's Projection map. It's an equal area 
map. 

CARL. A what? 

JODY. И lets you accurately compare the sizes of all the 
countries. 

CARL. But, the shapes are weird. 


JODY. That's because the projection is — 

CARL. It's like Salvador Dali took some continents and 
melted them. 

JODY. They're as accurate as the shapes on the Mercator 
map. You're just used to the other. 

CARL. So, these are the real sizes? 


JODY. Yes. 

CARL. So, Chad is bigger than the entire American west 
coast? 

JODY. Yes, it is. 

CARL, Go, Chad. 

JODY. And the equator is in the center of the map, instead 


CARL. I'm happy, take my picture. (Silencs.) 
JODY. Did you work today? 
CARL. І can’t talk about it. 
JODY. Why? 
CARL. 108 scandalous. 
JODY. Тһе tabloid? 
CARL. No. The glass shop. 
JODY. (After а moment.) What can be scandalous about an 
auto-glass shop? (Silence.) 
CARL. Well. Okay. But, what I'm about to say can’t leave 
this room, 
JODY. Don’t worry. 
CARL. (Pause) The man who runs the shop — I'll call him 
Mr. “R” — has been having some tough financial times. So 
2 Мг. “R” enlists the help of his delinquent son — whom 
ГИ call “Tad.” “Tad,” it seems, has been very, very bad. So ... 
father and son strike а deal. Мг. “К” will refrain from send- 
ing “Tad” to a military academy, if “Tad” and his little delin- 
quent friends will do Mr. “R” a favor. So, last night, “Tad” 
was bad. He and his little friends take а 8 a.m. joyride 
through several neighborhoods, smashing every car window 
they find. Before calling it a night, they sever the phone 
cables of the competing auto glass stores. 

The next day, Mr. “R's” business has grown twenty-fold. 
JODY. How can they get away with that? 
CARL. Mr. “H.” 
JODY. Who? 
CARL. The chief of police. 
JODY. You're kidding. 
CARL. You didn’t hear it from me. 
JODY. Thars amazing, Carl. 
CARL. I'm telling you, Jody, there’s some heavy hitters 
working down at that shop. Guys with connections that'd curl 
your toes. 
JODY. You sure can pick ’em. 
CARL. There's а man installs windshields down there who 
used to be a municipal worker in Dallas. 
JODY. So? 
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CARL. Јоду, this ‘guy mowed the Grassy Knoll. (Pause.) That's 
all I can say about it. (Carl gathers up his empty food containers 
and throws them ашау. He watches Jody. Jody continues sewing the 
button on his shirt. He hums, as before.) It's seven-thirty. 

JODY. 1 know that. 

CARL. You want help with your shirt? 

JODY. No. 

CARL. They close at eight. 

JODY. І know that, Carl. (Silence. Jody sews. Carl gathers up 
рау» food container and throws it away.) If I don’t make it, ҒИ 
go tomorrow. 

CARL. They're closed tomorrow. 

JODY. Monday, then. (Silence. Carl stares at him. Jody sews. 
Carl blows out the candles — and, after doing so, his eyes land on 
a large map on one of the walls, He stares at the map.) 

CARL. Weird. (Pause.) Weird. 

JODY. What's that? 

CARL, This map. (Pause.) Weird. 

JODY. You've seen that before. 

CARL, Not really. 1 never really noticed. 

JODY. Thats the Peter's Projection map. It's an equal area 
map. 

CARL. 

JODY. 


A what? 
It lets you accurately compare the sizes of ай the 


CARL. But, the shapes are weird. 

JODY. Thats because the projection is — 

CARL. Irs like Salvador Dali took some continents and 
melted them. 

JODY. They're as accurate as the shapes on the Mercator 
map. You're just used to the other. 

CARL. So, these are the real sizes? 

JODY. Yes. 

CARL. So, Chad is bigger than the entire American west 


JODY. Yes, it is. 


CARL, Со, Chad. 
JODY. Апа the equator is in the center of the map, instead 
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of relegating the southern hemisphere to the bottom third. 
CARL. І don’t know, Jody. 

JODY. What? 

CARL. The people іп Сгеепіапа must ђе pissed. 

JODY. This map solves the Greenland problem. I envy them 
that. 

CARL. Yeah. But, everything looks weird. 

JODY. It’s a trade-off, Carl. It bends your preconceptions to 
achieve accuracy. 

CARL. (Directly to Јоду.) It tells us what we need to know. 


CARL. You've been done sewing that button for a while. 


very close to Јоду. He looks at him. Silence. Carl reaches into his 
Pocket and slowly pulls ош a Mounds candy Бат, He smiles.) 
JODY. — (Smiles.) Guilty pleasures. 

CARL. The only kind worth having. (Cart sits near Jody. Gives 
him half the Mounds bar, keeps the other half for himself.) Cheers. 
(They “toast” and then delicately bite into their candy, It is naughty 
and delicious. They moan with delight.) 

JODY. Oh. 

CARL, Mm hmm. 

JODY. Itis so... (With delight.) bad for us. 

CARL. That’s today’s view. Tomorrow's research may reveal 
the opposite. Someday this may be part of a healthy, bal- 
anced diet. 

JODY. God, I hope not. (Takes а bite, savors it.) 1 like it just 
the way it is. (They eat.) 

CARL, 1 know you're scared, Jody. (Silence.) The not know- 
ing is worse. Being left alone with your imagination is worse. 
(Silence. ) 

JODY. Nobody can just be “sick,” anymore. Sometimes І can 
barely remember that “sick” used to mean you had a cold, or 
the flu. Now, you ask how someone is. You're told they're 
“sick.” And you know exactly what that means. (Long silence.) 


44 


Look at this place, Сагі. 

CARL. (Soft) I know. 

JODY. 12% obscene. And every minute you're hauling chairs 
in here, there are people out there making the world a safer 
place to live. They are out there fighting language that is ob- 
scene, pictures that are obscene, movies that are obscene. We 
should be so lucky. Imagine if our safety depended on pro- 
tecting our children from words, from ideas, from pictures of 
people's bodies, Imagine if those things were our great plague. 
(Pause.) We should be so fucking lucky. (Silence. Jody stands 
and puts the shirt on. After a moment, he staves at the front door, 
then stands, motionless. Carl fills the silence.) 

CARL. 


. Hey, Jody. 
JODY. Hmm? 
CARL, What was that song? 
JODY. Which? 


CARL. The one you've been humming. 

JODY. (Pause, smiles a bit.) Mr. Dylan's “I Shall Ве Re- 
leased,” as interpreted by Mr. Joe Cocker.* (Pause.) Everyone 
has one song that can never be turned up 100 loud. That’s 
mine. 

CARL, I never knew that, (Jody gets his shoulder bag and coat.) 
1 guess I expected something more — 

JODY. What? 

CARL, I don’t know. Something more ... Sinatraey. 


· Hey, Jody? 
JODY. Hmm? 
CARL. Do you have a copy of it here? 
JODY. No. 


CARL. Not anywhere? 
JODY. It's at home. (Jody opens the door. He stands in the door- 
way, staring out, motionless. Again, after a long moment, Carl 


* If it is necesssary to use а different song, this sentence should 
be changed to read: ... “(Name of Song) by (Name of Singer)." 


ак 


speaks.) 

CARL. Jody? 

JODY. (Сепі.) Сагі, You have to shut up, now. 

CARL. I was going to get you some water. You want some? 
(Jody looks at Carl, then nods. Carl gets two cups of water, brings 
one to Jody. They drink their шайт.) ГИ keep an eye оп things, 
here. (Pause.) I've never run а map store before. 

JODY. It was just a matter of time. (They are standing under 
the huge photo of planet Earth. Jody looks up at it as ће sips his 
water.) 


CARL, It'll be okay, Јоду, (Silence.) 

JODY. Тһе astronauts of Apollo 17 took this photo. It’s 
become the definitive image of our planet. They may have 
taken it with the intent of showing the grandeur, the enor- 
mity of the earth. But, they captured something else, instead. 
Humility. (Quietly, reverently.) From the Latin: humus. Mean- 
ing: earth. They captured a planet, small and alone, sur- 
rounded by enormous darkness. (Silence. They sip their water.) 


CARL. (594) Hey, Јоду. 

JODY. Hmm? 

CARL. You. know what's great about us? 

JODY. (Smiles.}) No, Сагі, What's great about us? 

CARL. We never fell in love. (Pause.) All these years, all 


that's happened. We never did. 

JODY. No. We never did. (Silence.) 

CARL. And I'm glad, you know, because the thing is, the 
thing about meeting people is this: lovers are easy, friends 
are hard. The right combination of small talk and clothing 
will land you a lover. Friends, though, are a mystery. 


JODY. Jackets with fringe. 

CARL. Exactly. (5йелее.) Why do you think that is, Jody? 
JODY. Hmm? 

CARL. That we never fell in love, 

JODY. You're a nuthead, Сагі. 

CARL. Yeah, but at least I'm nota map-geek. (Silence. They 


smile, They sip water.) Let's never do. No matter what. Okay? 
JODY. Okay. (Silence) 
CARL. Do you have the address? 
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бања 


JODY. Yes. (Jody throws away his paper cup, picks up his bag. 
Stops.) Wait for me, Carl? 

. I'm not going anywhere. And when you're finished, 
we'll kick up our heels. We'll put on Joe Cocker, get drunk, 
tell lies and make promises we can't keep. It'll be great, (Si- 


ГІ see you later, Carl. 
You will. (Jody leaves the store, closing the door behind 
him. Сая watches Мт go. Silence. Then, Carl goes to his coat and 


morning.) 

Here's something I've thought about: Why aren't there 
stamps for the things you don’t want to mail? 

І have a stack of bills here. I am mailing them to orga- 
nizations that have been badgering me, threatening me to 
give them their money or else. Гус tried to reason with 


of ice, So, І succumb to their threats and prepare to mail 
them their blood money. 

And now it's time for the stamp. And what kind of 
stamps do I attach to these things I don’t want to mail? Little 
Slowers. Birds. Cuddly animals and smiling poets. I attach 
stamps that say dove, and peace, and јоу. 

This sends the wrong message. 

I want stamps that say: 
MONEY, NOW SHUT UP. I want stamps with pictures of raw 


T've had it with giving flowers to the wrong people. (He 
affixes the stamp. Stops. Silence.) 

A life is such a lot of Paperwork. I do what I can. [ uy 
to keep the stacks of bills and claims and counterclaims from 
reaching mythic proportions. But, I fall short. (He holds up the 
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stack of envelopes.) 
None of these People had time to finish their paperwork. 


emy wrote for refused to Pay his health costs, Eric watered 
the corporations plants but couldn’t get a loan from them. 


ken windows, then he cranked up his radio and instalied an- 
other windshield. 


еп a сор is killed in the line of duty, the entire force 

turns out for the funeral. Speeches are made. The anger is 
channeled into ceremony, 

When Hank died, there was no one. The “official” line 


JODY. Hello, Cart. 


JODY. You've forgotten the sign. (Jody turns the sign to read 


Fewer people than 1 thought shared my interest in Chad. 
And people seemed to think the shop was sort of — 
JODY. What? 


CARL. Cluttered. 1 told them you’d be back today. I told 
them you'd taken the week off. (Silence.) How was it? 

JODY. The test? 

CARL. The week. Out there. (Silence.) 

JODY. They drew the blood from my arm. And 1 left, And 


CARL. The name of the book? 
JODY. Not, yet. But I'll get it. 1 had a week where 1 Бе- 
lieved I could remember everything. (Pause,) P'm glad you 
made me go out, Carl, (Silence.} 

When do you get your results? 
JODY. Today, 


CARL. Weli, I'll let you get settled in here, Maybe you'll 
have better luck than me at selling those weird-shaped maps, 
Y. 


your week? 
CARL. It was busy. There was a theft at the museum, 
JODY. ра they take the Hopper? 


JODY. Imagine that. (Silence, jody looks at the card in front of 


CARL. Hey. Did you rem — 
JODY, (Smiles. ) Archie's, Archie's Cafe. it came to me last 


night. (Silence. Jody dials а number written on the card. Carl has 
@ seat. Jody speaks into the phone.) Yes. I'm calling for my test 
results, (Reads a number off the card.) 1 5 722 dash 7 6 dash 
8 3. (An extremely long silence, as Jody waits for the results.) Jody. 
(Pause.) Yes, ІЗІ hold. (Another sti silence, Finally ...) Yes, 
Tm ћете, (Pause, he waits, then says simply.) Thank you. (Pause, 
begins to hang up, stops.) What? Oh, that was a question I had 
when 1 — you can disregard — (Stops.) І didn't know that. 
Thank you. (He hangs up the phone. Carl stares at him.) It's 
negative, (Silence.) 

CARL. (500) It’s negative. 

JODY. (Also soft.) Yes, (Jody moves away from the counter, Slowly, 
Не looks around the тоот. Carl stands, watching him. Then, Jody 
moves to Carl, They embrace. As they release each other, Jody 
says ...) And you know what else, Carl? 

CARL. (Smiling) What? 

JODY. IfI need another test some day, and I’m unable to 
leave my home — they'll send someone here. 

CARL, They said that? 

JODY. You knew that, Сагі. 

CARL, (Pause.) Yes. І knew that. (Jody stands in the middle of 
the room.) How does it feel? {(Silence.) 

JODY. I was talking to a man in the waiting room, before 
T went іп, He was paging through a magazine, waiting for a 
friend who was being tested. This man told me he came to 
this city in 1980, planning to be wild and live out all the fan- 
tasies he'd harbored for so long. But, instead, right away, he 
met someone and fell in love. They were together for eight 
years. This man closed his magazine and looked up at me. 
“Falling in love," he said, “saved my life.” (Phone rings. Carl 
stares at Jody, then heads for the door.) 

CARL. Tell them I’m on my way. (Music: “I Shall Ве Re- 
leased”* — verse two.) 


* See Special Note on Songs and Recordings on copyright page. 


Scene 3 


In а shaft of light we see a 1950s silver kitchen chair, with 
а turquoise seat. Nothing else. 


Jody stands, looking at the chair Sor а long time. Then, he 
looks at the audience. 


JODY. One night, a few months later, I saw a chair here. 
(Pause.) 1 looked at it. I sat in it. (He sits, pause.) А chair. 
Nothing else. (Lights expand to reveal the store. Night. The store 
is “Open.” The room remains cluttered with chairs, Jody sits in the 
chair, Staring front, for a long time. Phone rings. He looks at the 
Phone, then goes to it. He answers it.) Yes? (He looks at the front 
door. He sets the phone aside, goes quickly to the door, and opens 
it, Carl, wearing а long black coat, stands in the doorway, holding 
his cordless phone to his ear.) 

CARL. Your sign says you're open. Are you open? 

JODY. Yes, 

CARL. Сап we talk, Jody? 

JODY. Sure. 

CARL. Can we talk on the phone? 

JODY. On the —? 

CARL. 1 wanted to call and talk to you on the phone, but 
I didn’t want to be alone, so I came over. (Silence. Carl ges- 
tures to Jody's phone. Jody stares at him, then goes to his phone and 
picks it up. Standing behind his counter, Jody speaks on his phone.) 
JODY. How's this? 

CARL. Good. (Pause.) It’s bright in here, Jody. Can I light 
these? 

JODY. Sure. (Cart lights the large white candles, which are just 
beneath the huge photo of planet Earth. Then, he turns off the lights 
in the room.) 

CARL. Good, yes? 

JODY. Yes. (In silence, Carl walks to the furthest corner of the 
тоот away from Jody. He crouches there, amid the stacks of chairs. 


» Ws a good chair, don’t you think? Sturdy. 
JODY. Yes. 
CARL. A Person could sit in it, A Person could peruse a 


ip 
JODY. It's а good chair, Carl, (білте) 
“We will leave some traces, for we are People and 


JODY. (Smiles a bit.) Ionesco. You read it, 
CARL. 1 liked that line, (Silence) Wili you keep my chair, 


JODY. тыщ. 
CARL. That would make me happy. 
2 Good, 


CARL. (Soft) I'm happy, take my Picture. (Silence. The тоот 
darkens, } Hey, Jody? 
JODY. Yes? 

· Алу good dreams? (Silence,) 
JODY. (Not into the Phone.) Carl — 

» Please, Jody. (Silence. The room darkens. Jody lifts the 
phone to his head and Speaks.) 
JODY. Iam... ata concert. Outdoors. And on the way to 
this concert, Гуе Stopped at a thrift store and bought a big 
black turtleneck and a black leather jacket, and thick, black 
sunglasses, 
CARL. Fringe, Jody? 
JODY. On the jacke 
CARL. Yes, 
JODY. No, сап. 
CARL. Good. 


JODY. And I'm standing there, looking up at the moon, 
waiting for the band to come on — and suddenly a group of 


them: F think you have the wrong person. This is not my 
band. I'm not a singer. I just bought these clothes at a thrift 
Store and — the next thing I know, I'm at Center stage, A 
spotlight hits me in the eyes. Тһе band launches into the 
song, 

CARL. What song, Jody? 


Proud, And the crowd is — {(Stops.) 
CARL, What? 
JODY. I just remembered something, 
· Whar? 
JODY. You are there, 
І 


JODY. Yes, you are. You are Standing right next to me, 
Carl. You've been to the same thrift store. 


his phone inside his coat, He sits, staring Front, Jody hangs up his 
Phone, quietly.) 

» Jody? 
JODY. Hmm? 


CARL. Can I stay here tonight? 
JODY. оғ course you can. 
CARL. Thanks, (Silence. Music: The Final verse and chorus of 


"Т Shall Be Released”*: begins, very softly. Jody looks at Carl, Then, 
he stands, puts on his coat and moves to the door. Не turns the 
sign to read “Closed.” He pulls the shade. Не turns back to Carl, 
indicating the lit candles.) 

JODY. Сап? 

CARL. Hmm? 

JODY. Should I — 

CARL. Yes, (Music builds, Jody walks to the candles, He takes 
а long look at the photo of planet Earth. He blows out the candles, 
Jody opens the door, looks back at Carl, In the musical break prior 
to the final phrase of the song, Jody Speaks.) 

JODY. TIl see you in the morning, Carl. 

CARL, You will. (Jody leaves, closing the door behind him. As the 
song ends, lights fade to black on Carl.) 


END OF PLAY 


% See Special Note on Songs and Recordings on copyright page. 


AUTHOR’S NOTE 


The following was written for the original production of the 
play at Northlight Theatre, Evanston, Illinois. 


LEAVING SOME TRACES 


“To hope for better times must not be a feeling, 
but an аойоп in the present.” 
— Vincent Van Gogh 


My parents taught me that an act of kindness is its own 
reward. That took awhile to sink in. Over time, I have 
to appreciate the depth of their wisdom. I thought of this re- 
cently while doing research for a new play I'm writing about 
Joyce Cheeka, a young Squaxin Indian girl growing up in the 
Pacific Northwest in the '20s. One phrase from the teachings 
of her elders keeps coming up again and again: be useful. 

In the midst of a world that is too big and too fast, a 
world where information rules like a dictator and news trav- 
els like a virus, it is easy to be overcome by the hopelessness 
of the world and the helplessness of we, its keepers. What 
impact can we hope to have? What traces will we leave be- 
hind? 

History, I believe, is not the story of grand acts and 
masterpieces. History, instead, is the inexorable accumulation 
of tiny events — footsteps and glances, hands in soil, broken 
promises, bursts of laughter, weapons and wounds, hands 
touching hair, the art of conversation, the rage of loss, His- 
torians may focus on the famous, familiar names — but his- 
tory itself is made, day after day, by all those whose names 
are never known, all those who never made a proclamation 
or held an office, all those who were handed a place on 
earth and quietly made a life out of it. 

So, what do we affect during our lifetime? What, ulti- 
mately, is our legacy? | believe, in most cases, our legacy is 
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